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THEY bid me tune my lyre to sing 

On gayer, lighter, theme&— 
To tell some legendary tale, 

Or rove by classic streams. 

Saviour ! how shall I ? with thy name 
' Echoes each trembling chord ; 
And never can another sound 
Echo so sweet afford. 

Earth hath her own ten thousand harps 

To celebrate her praise. 
And well can spare the feeble notes 

Which I have power to raise. 

'Tis thou hast waked within my soul 

Whatever of music dwells ; 
Thou to whose glory seraphs' song 

Heaven's lofty anthem swells. 

A 
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"lis sweet to give thee back again 
What is but all thine own ; 

Sweet in one chorus to unite 
With those before the throne. 

A poor and worthless offering, Lord, 

Is all I have to bring ; 
But, having named the glorious name 

Of heaven's eternal King, 

I may not turn aside to earth. 
Nor seek her £une to gain ; 

Oh, grant that holy fear and love 
May dictate every strain ! 

Treasures of knowledge are in thee. 
Give me what seemeth meet ; 

And, above all, the grace to lay 
My all before thy feet. 



FLOWERS FRINGE THE GLACIERS. 



The Oentiana major grows abundantly within a few paces of the glaciers 
of Mount Blanc. 

FLOWERS frioge the Alpine glaciers : 

So a wreath of song we twine, 
Thou snow-dad, stem old Winter! 

To deck that brow of thine ; 
For do not thoughts of gladness 

^ring up our hearts to cheer, 
When storms, like Dante*s giants. 

From icy caves uprear ? 

Flowers firinge the Alpine glaciers : 

But they never take the hue 
Of the icefield, or the snow-flake*^ 

Their's is the heaven's own blue. 
And thus poetic garlands. 

Wherever cuU'd, should wear 
Some tinge of heaven, uplifting 

The heart in praise and prayer. 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 
Who does not love them more, 

Than the gemm'd and gorgeous blossoms 
Of India's sunlit shore t 
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And who, when comes the winter 

Of dckness or of woe, 
Finds not joys bom of sorrow 

The sweetest joys below ? 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 

Like Qod's implanted grace 
Shedding celestial beauty 

0*er the lone heart's desert place ; 
like hopes which brave the tempest, 

And the cold world's icy breath ; 
like angels guarding sinners ; 

like life o'erlooking death. 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 

Earnests of that bright day 
"When swift from hill and valley 

The curse shall pass away ; 
And not least fair and lovely 

In Eden shall appear 
Flowers which beside the glaciers 

Dwelt meek and lowly here. 

Thus Jesus' ransom'd people 

Grow for a little while 
'Mid chilling mists and storm-clouds, 

Cheer'd only by his smile ; 



5 



But when among the seraphs 
The victor palm they wave, 

They shall but shine more brightly 
For passing through the grave. 

So we twine for thee, stem Winter ! 

A glad and grateful strain ; 
And we wreathe for thee a chaplet, 

Cull'd from thine own domain ; 
The spring-tide hath its shamrock, 

The summer hath its rose ; 
Thou hast blue gentianas 

Where the Alpine ic^wind blows. 
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THE MOTHER'S MOUND OP FLOWERS. 

THESE are our flowers ! '* two prattling children cried, 
As down the garden walks they led me on, 
Stopping with childish dignity and pride 
Before a bed of roses freshly blown ; 
These are our own, papa has all the rest, 
Oh, such a many flowers, — ^but we love these the best.** 

What rich exhaustless wealth a little child 
Finds in one tiny spot of garden groimd 1 

Not shining coflers with bright jewels piled 
In half such stores of opulence abound 

As his yoimg heart is conscious of, when first 

The buds he fondly tends to lovely blossoms burst. 

I could not help but join them in their glee, 
And praise their skill, and then we tum*d away ; 

My little guides pointing out bower and tree. 
Then glancing off in roguish merry play ; 

Until I ask*d, ^ These flowers are your papa's ; 

Those roses yours — which garden is mamma's ?" 
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A wistful look came o'er each eager face, 
The dancmg step to footfall sofli and low 

Was changed, as when into some sacred fdace, 
Or father's sick-room, awenstruck chikiren go ; 

And silently through grassy paths they led. 

Passing imnoticed now brown heath and poppies red. 

They were the pastor's little ones, their home 
Seem'd like a nest among the leafy trees ; 

Shelter'd from stormy winds, but visited 
At noontide by the sea's refreshing breeze ; 

If sorrow, half relenting, sought to spare 

One peaceful spot^ she had not ventured there. 

The churchyard join'd the garden ; a low gate 
Open'd upon it from a path of shade ; 

No Eastern cypress tree^ or feathery date. 
With evening zejdiyrs fitful music made — 

But ivied church and tower their shadows threw, 

Where ash, and silvery beech, and the pate wiQow 
grew. 

Thither we bent our steps — I had not thought 
A place of graves could be so sadly Mr ; 

As love in times of old sweet spices brought 
For hwnal rites, so had the mourners there 

Planted choice flowers around the sleeper's tomb, 

Bemembranoe of the lost still mingling with per- 
fume; 
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We paas'd by many a green and flowery mound, 
And many a simple monumental stone, 

Until we reached one spot of hallow'd ground, 

Where brighter than elsewhere the sunbeams shone ; 

It was a baby's grave, and whilst he slept 

A £Edr white stainless rose its lovely vigil kept. 

Lilies were there, 'mid their dark leaves concealed, 
Like seraphim with meekly folded wings ; 

And violets, their blossoms but revealed. 
By breath as sweet as angel whisperings ; 

And where on stone the babe's dear name was graved, 

Bindweed its short-lived flowers and long Hght 
tendrils waved. ' 

<*^These are mamma's own flowers," the children said ; 

Our baby brother died long, long ago, 
Before with crumbs the hungry birds we fed, 

J ust wh en the n orth wind brought the cold white snow ; 
He had not leam'd to speak, but we could tell. 
When he look'd round and smiled, he knew us all 
quite well 

"Oh, we were very sad when baby died. 
But dear mamma cried even more than we ; 

And so we crept quite closely to her side, 
And little Janey chmbed upon her knee : 

We tried to comfort her, for we had read 

That Jesus raised to life a child who once was dead. 
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" And so we thought, if we were all to pray 
Our darling Johnnie might awake again ; 

But then we knew his soul was gone away 
To live in heaven, where there is no more pain ; 

Folded so fondly to the Saviour's breast, [bless'd. 

Like those dear Jewish babes whom long since Jesus 

^ This is his grave, and we, and our mamma, 
Come often at these trees and flowers to look ; 

And we are sorrowful, until papa, 

Beads to us from Qod*s holy precious Book, 

Of that bright world — ^higher than skylarks fly — 

Where httle Johnnie sings with angels joyfully." 

The children's short and simple tale was told. 

I left the spot ; but never summer bowers. 
When sunbeams every leaflet tinge with gold, 

Seem half so lovely as that mound of flowers ; 
Visible music * on the tremulous waves 
Of light sent up to God from that fiur place of graves. 

The baby's dust oft soothed his mother's grief 
With a sweet silent voice — ^for springtide came. 

Bringing new life to perfumed flower and leaf ; 
And even thus the flower she could not name 

She knew should bloom again, and every breath 

Of fragrance rise to Him who ransom'd it from death. 

* Flowors are indeed visible music, for their various surfaces strike upon 
the waves of light as musical chords vibrate on the sound waves, and 
their various colours answer to the di£forent notes of a foil-stringed 
instrument. 
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CHRIST BY THE SEA OF GALILEE 

*' The foxes have holes, and the birds of the air have nests, but the Son of 
man ha^ not where to lay hia head.'* 

The following^ verses were suggested by a small painting:— Christ is 
represented alone at nightfall by the sea of Galilee, and beneath are written 
the touching words which form the motto of this poem. 

THERE were lovely landscapes, glowing bright 
With Ital/s own radiant light ; 
There were visions of beauty in youth's first bloom, 
And mourners surrounding the lost one's tomb ; 
And steep'd as in sunbeams, the desert halls 
Of Al-Harath gleam'd forth from those magic walls. ♦ 
And there too was pictured the billowy main, 
When the storm winds sweep o'er his wide domain ; 
Oh, strangely mingled were joy and sorrow, 
The bhghted past, and the glad to-morrow; 
The snowy flowers which of old were bound 
O'er the bloodless sword of the victor crown'd ;t 
And the spectral forms of that haunted plain 
Where echoes the cry of the long since slain 1% 

* The ruins of Al-Harath are of that yellow limestone so often finmd in 
Syna, and in the bright light of day appear as if ste^d in sunbeama^ 

t The myrtle was held sacred to Veuus^ and wreattied the sword of liim 
who gained a bloodless victory. 

X The plain of Marathon. 
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Bui furasi of those piotiired aeenes was go» 
Of a glad cottage home, at set of sun ; 
Bright dark-eyed children through the open door, 
Exulting, brought the Tine's delicious stove : 
Father and mother, joyous friends, were therey 
The evening meal and evening's mirth to share. 
Shaded by palms, a clear sweet mountain riU 
JPlow'd past the cottage, and more distant stilly 
Dark olives, with their white and stainless flowers. 
Yielding rich fragrance in those dewy hours. 
Waved in the breeze ; and where the rocky ground 
Seem'd least propitious, fruitful most were foimd.* 

It was a lovely picture ; not alone, 
Because ser^e the skies of that mild zone. 
Nor yet because on rock and stream-worn cleft 
The setting sun his light a moment left. 
Oh, beautiful indeed the dee{)ening hue 
Of Heaven's own matchless canopy of blue ; 
Oh, beautiful indeed the golden ray 
Of that unwillingly departing day. 
And murmuring 'mong those tall and stat^y trees, 
like breath of angels seem'd the whispering breeze. 
All, all was beautiful ; yet all forgot 
By the blest inmates of that happy cot ; 
For Love was there, his silken fetters flinging 
O'er hearts, to home, and to each other cHnging : 

* Th» oUto attains its greatest sixs and beaut7 when planted kk a rich 
soil, but yields most fruit when growing in dry roekgr gfwmd. 
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Yes, Love was there ; his rosy garlands wreathing, 
In every smile, and every accent breathing : 
Yes, Love was there ; rejoicing gaily now, — 
And when I looked upon each artless brow, 
I knew that in their hearts he dwelt so deep. 
That should dark tempests o^er their pathway 
sweep. 

Like India's night-flower he would but exhale* 
His sweetest fragrance on the sunless gale.''^ 

Such love — alike in sunshine and in gloom — 
Oft have I proved in thee, mine own loved home ; 
'Neath England's changeful and uncertain skies, 
In the chill north thy trellis'd walls arise ; 
Purple clematis, and the woodbine sweet, 
Roses and jasmine o*er the lattice creep ; 
But not in such ungenial air the vine 
May its rich perfume shed, its tendrils twine ; 
Not here the palm its feathery crown may wave, 
Nor myrtle bloom around the lost one's grave : 
Yet hast thou charms for me, more potent fer, 
Than the frail beauty storm and time may mar ; 
And as the ivy wiU not be imbound 
From the dear prop its twining leaves have found, 
So doth each fond affection of my heart 
Befuse from thee, thou precious home ! to part 

* The SorrnwfiU Nyctanihet^ a species of jesaamine, growing in India* 
which emits its fragrance only in the night 
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My thoughts have wandered from that picture, 
turning 

To this dear spot^ with love's resistless yearning : 
Long on that peaceful scene I gazed ; and then, 
Tum'd yet from other views, to gaze again, 
Till one more picture caught my raptured eye. 
Which but with life can pass from memory. 

It was too solemn to be looked on long, 
In that wide hall, and 'mid that festal throng ; 
But it hath been before me in the mom, 
When flowers fresh-robed the dewy glade adorn ; 
Before me, in the evening's time of mirth. 
When we have circled roimd the social hearth ; 
Before me most in the dark solemn night. 
When other scenes have faded with the light. 

Darkly o'er Qalilee's blue waveless sea 
The shades of evening gathered mournfully ; 
Close by the shore, in silence and alone, 
A Man was seated on the cold gray stone — 
A weary ^'Man of sorrows." None were there 
To chase the sadness from His brow of care — 
None there with answering glance EU glance to meet. 
Or loose the sandals from His aching feet : 
The Ught-wing'd bird had sought its tiny nest^ 
The very foxes had their place of rest ; 
But when the evening-star grew pale and dim. 
E'en then no shelter had been found for Him. 
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I ask*d not who He wm, sooh lon« WBtch keeping, 
In the dark hours when others calm were sleeping ; 
Prophet and mitred pneni, in times of old/ 
Of that despised, forsaken One foretold : 
Earth saw no beauty in His pensive &oe, 
No comeliness her soomf ol eye oould trace ; 
Lonely in all things, mortals might not know 
The silent depths of His imfathom'd woe ; 
No fellow-man could measure by his own 
The mighty grief which uttered not a groan : 
Within the crowded city He had dwelt, 
And in the mountain solitude had knelt ; 
Around Him suppliant throngs had press'd, to seek 
Life for the dead, and healing for the aick ; 
And, 'mid them all. He was alone as now, 
When the cold night-wind swept His fever'd brow ; 
Lonely in all things — ^lonely most in this, 
That there were none to share His holiness. 

I ask'd not who He was. My thoughts went back 
0*er happy childhood's gay and careless track, 
To the bright Sabbaths of those early days 
When first I leam*d sweet hymns to Jesus' praise, 
And read the story of his Ufe and death 
With all a child's simplicity of faith ; 
I knew 'twas Jesus ! knew it was for us 
By those cold waters he was lingering thus ; 
Aliens and outcasts from the smile of God, 
For us the alien's dreary path he trod. 
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It was that amful man might have a right 
To the fiur mansions of a worid of light, 
That when o*er sky and sea the darkness spread, 
He had not where to lay his sacred head. 

Saviour 1 in times of gladness may the thought 
That all my joy was with thy sorrow bought, 
Kindle fresh love within my faithless heart, 
And to that gladness, holiness impart ; 
And if from life's now shining wreath should fade 
Each stmny flower in Time's soon deepening shade — 
If aught I wot not of should e'er estrange 
Those now I deem scarce even death could change — 
If gladness find no place within my breast, 
On thy sure sympathy then bid me rest : 
Alike in joy or sorrow, good or ill. 
Let thoughts, sweet thoughts of thee, be with me still ; 
Said I " sweet thoughts 1 " Oh, words howfaint and weak 
To tell the feelings I would gladly speak ! 
Hath gratitude no voice to give thee praise ? 
Is there no song my feeble lips can raise f 
Not now. This tuneless lyre can yield no chord 
Fitting for thee, by heaven's bright hosts adored ; 
To whom, with harp of gold and seraph tongue. 
Myriads of white-robed sing redemption's song : 
Yet, "Son of man," thou who didst leave thy throne 
For me, to live and die despised and lone, 
Oh, take my heart, and, fill'd with love to thee. 
Its every thought shall make sweet melody ! 
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I know not if the painter's skill had shed 
A &int soft halo round that pictured head ; 
But as in fancy oft I see it now, 
A light seems resting on its lowly brow — 
Not Uke the glowing noon's effulgent blaze, 
Or sunset's gorgeous, ever lengthening rays, 
So half reveal'd, we scarce might know 'twas light, 
But for the darkness of surrounding night — 
Too dim one mournful shadow to efface 
From that meek form and sorrow-stricken face ; 
Yet 'twas the semblance of a crown too bright 
To be perceived by mortal's feeble sight ; 
And He who sat by Galilee's blue sea, 
When the chill dews of night fell silently, 
Bore on his vesture, and his thigh, a name 
Loftier than heaven's high potentates might claim. 

From everlasting— ere the heaving flood 
Obey'd the mandate of the Mving God ; 
Ere yet the hoary mountains were brought forth. 
Or icy chains had boimd the frozen north ; 
Or flowers had shed their perfume on the breeze, 
Or glad birds nestled in the waving trees ; 
Or angel harps the first sweet chorus woke. 
Or seraph songs primeval silence broke — 
One with the Father, and the Spirit one. 
He lived, God's equal and beloved Son ; 
And he had many crowns, but on his brow 
One only, to my gaze, seem'd resting now. 
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Eclipsing every other, for he trod 

Alone the winepress of the wrath of God. 

Alone he bore the sins of the whole world, 

And death and Satan to destruction hurl'd, 

Alone he trod the winepress, and alone 

That "Man of sorrows," " King of kings," we own. 

Wonderful ! Counsellor ! the Prince of Peace ! 

Lo, of thy government the vafit increase 

Shall know no end. Ages shall roll along 

For ever burden'd with the same glad song : 

Ten thousand thousand ransom'd ones shall tell 

How thou on earth didst condescend to dwell. 

That they might share thy heaven ; nor shall one spot 

Where thou didst lowly sojourn be forgot — 

Not Olivet, nor Calvary, nor the sea, 

The hallow'd waters of blue Galilee. 

Saviour ! oh, bid us now begin to raise 
Heaven's lofty anthem of eternal praise ; 
Oh, put within our stony hearts the love 
Which led thee from the glorious courts above ; 
And grant that we may give ourselves to thee, 
As thou didst give thyself from all eternity. 
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LITTLE WILLIE, THE INFANT-SCHOOL SCHOLAE. 

OH, why is little Willie dead ? 
Dear mother, tell me why : 
He was the youngest of us all — 
Why was he first to die ? 

*He did not know one little hymn, 

Which infant-scholars sing — 
How can he raise the song of praise 

Where angel anthems ring ? 

^ His little feet had scarcely learned 

To tread the grassy sod — 
How can he walk the golden streets, 

The city of our God] 

" His father has no baby now 

To meet him at the door ; 
He will not stroke his mother's face, 

Or kiss her any more. 

"The sun shines bright and beautiful 

Upon the fallen snow; 
Oh why, just when the new year came, 

Did little Willie go ? " 
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"Have you forgotten, Annie dear, 
That Saviour, meek and mild. 

Who welcomed to his loving arms 
The little Jewish child ? 

" And said, that none might dare forbid 

Such httle ones to come — 
Tis He hath call'd the baby boy 

So early to his home. 

And so, though we may weep to look 
On Willie's pale sweet face. 
We must not, would not, call him back 
From his bright dwelling-place. 

"The skylark only sings, when high 
Towards heaven it soars along — 

And babies need not learn our notes 
To sing the angels' song. 

" Thou askest how dear Willie's steps 
Could walk the golden streets ; 

My Annie, seraphs led him first 
To fall at Jesus' feet. 

" And looking on him, as he is, 
And seeing all his brightness. 

The child grew like him, and was clothed 
In robes of snowy whiteness. 
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And though he has so lately gone 
To yonder world of joy, 
None are more beautifiil than he, 
The little fBdr-hair'd boy. 

You know that Jairus* daughter slept 
The calm, cold sleep of death ; 
And Jesus gently bade her wake. 
And gave her life and breath. 

t ^ And he could make dear Willie smile. 

As he was wont to do. 
If but he saw it good and right 

To break his slumbers too. 

"Bui he would rather keep him safe 

In his own glorious home, 
And in his bosom shelter him, 

Until his parents come. 

" He knows that winds blow roughly here, 

And often it is dark ; 
And little ones, like Noah*s dove, 

Are safest in the ark. 

*^ Annie, the Lord has bought us all. 
With his own precious blood ; 

And night and day he pleads for us. 
Before the throne of God. 
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" And shall we grieve to give him back, 

Upon this new-year's mom, 
One little flower from earth's cold soil, 

His Eden to adorn ? 

" Nay, let us kneel down very low 

Beside the baby's cot. 
And pray that God would wash our robes 

From every stain and spot ; 

" And give us new clean hearts of flesh, 

And All us with his love, 
And make us praise him here below — 

As WilUe does above. 

" And then if we should never see 

The new-year come again, 
We shall be safe, as Willie is, 

From sin, and death, and pain." 
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NIGHT IS FAE SPENT. 

NIGHT is far spent — ^the long, long dreary night — 
This sin-beclouded world of ours hath known ; 

The green leaf hath decay'd, 

The flower hath died unblown ; 
And the dim shadowy form of the pale horse, 
Bidden by Death, hath urged his desolating course. 

Night is far spent ; the bright and morning star 
Shines even now where humble Christians dwell ; 

Its beam the surging tide 

Of grief hath power to quell : 
But few the spots its peaceful ray hath blest, 
Goshens, while darkly round Egyptian shadows rest. 

Not yet the mom hath dawn'd : Bright Santah flows, 
'Neath shadowing boughs, o*er diamonds and gold ; 

And still the Dyak seeks, 

As in the times of old, 
By offerings to the Spirit of the Mine, 
To learn the secret place where nature's treasures shine. 
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Not yet the mom hath dawn'd : 'Neath the blue skies 
Of flowci -wreath'd Italy the torch's glare 

Eeveals an idol shrine, 

In God's own house of prayer ; 
And music wreathes her magic spell around ; 
Yet whispers idol-praise in each enchanting sound. 

Not yet the mom hath dawn'd : Oh no, not yet, 
Or, exiled Israel, thou wouldst have return'd 

To that dear land, for which 

Thy bleeding heart hath yeam'd ; 
Bome on the shoulders of Philistine hosts. 
Thy crowndd sons had come to Canaan's joyful coasts. 

Yet is the night far spent : Perchance one storm — 
But one more tempest o'er the earth shall sweep, 

Ere angel husbandmen 

The long-sown harvest reap, 
And sunlight dawns upon this vale of tears — 
That sun, whose cloudless noon shall last a thousand years. 

With each retuming year the advent hymn 
From England's gray old churches hath gone up ; 

And eating the one bread. 

And drinking the one cup. 
The lowly followers of the Lamb have shewn 
Their faith in Him who comes to sit on David's throne. 
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And now night is fax spent : Oh, glorious truth ! 
Words have no power, and music hath no voice 

To tell how fill'd with hope 

Our waiting souls rejoice. 
Jesus ! thou knowest all things, thou canst see 
The longings of thine own on earth to welcome thee. 

Night is far spent : Men's hearts are failing them, 
In fear, and doubt, and dread perplexity ; 
But we lift up our heads, 
' And humbly bend the knee. 
The hour of our redemption draweth nigh, 
And soon the mom shall break through yonder gloomy sky- 

A morning without clouds — ^to us who look 
And long for His appearing, 'neath whose sway 

All sin, and death, and woe, 

And fear shall pass away. 
Oh come, Lord Jesus ! and in thy blest light 
Let earth and man forget this long and dreary night. 
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CAST THY BEEAD UPON THE WATERS. 

UPON the stormy waters 

The bread of Hfe we cast, 
With cheerful trust believing 

It shall be found at last. 
We see it but a moment, 

Far drifting o'er the main ; 
But deathless, undecaying, 

It shall be foimd again. 

One eye shall ever watch it — 

The eye of Him who sees 
Each tiny seedling scattered 

By summer's passing breeze — 
That eye which sees the coral, 

As year by year it grows ; 
And counts the myriad crystals 

Of Himalayan snows. 

Sometimes with bitter weeping 

The seed of life is sown ; 
With well-nigh hopeless pleadings. 

To Jesus only known. 
With hope deferr'd the mother 

Oft looks upon her child; 
No plant of heaven is springing, 

Though weeds grow rank and wild. 
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The shades of evening gather 

Upon the Sabbath sky ; 
From pastor and from teacher 

The prayer ascends on high. 
Once more their hands have broken 

The true and heavenly bread ; 
Would they might know not vainly 

The table hath been spread ! 

Oh ! they do know it ; Jesus 

Hath pledged his foithful word. 
That not one meek petition 

In heaven shall be unheard — 
That not one feeble eflfort 

is made in faith and love, 
Which shall not yield a harvest 

In the world of joy above. 

So on the stormy waters 

We cast the bread of life ; 
Vain are the surging waters — 

Vain is the tempest's strife. 
His never failing promise 

Jehovah will fulfil; 
And the seed be found to glory, 

When those proud waves are stilL 
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"THEY WATCHED HIM THERE." 

Matt, zxvii. 26. 
Lines written during lingering and dangerous illness. 

I THINK of thee, Saviour! 

And count affliction gain, 
If aught of suffering aid me 

To realise thy pain. 

I think of thee, Saviour! 

And bless the chastening rod ; 
Conforming to thine image, 

Thou chasten'd Son of God. 

I think of thee, Saviour! 

My trial hath been long; 
But night has not seem'd weary, 

For thou hast been my song. 
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I think of thee, Saviour! 

When loving voices seek, 
In tender tones of pity. 

Their sympathy to speak. 

How different the revilings, 
Which thou didst bear for me ; 

The taunts, the scorn, the tumult, 
Sounding on Calvary ! 

I think of thee when brightly 
The Father's love doth shine, 

Lighting as with a sunbeam 
This fainting heart of mine. 

Oh, then, thy cry of wailing 
Seems sounding in mine ear ; 

God's billows roUing o'er thee. 
Forsaken in thy fear. 

More often still, my Saviour! 

I meditate of thee, 
When by my couch some dear one 

Sits watching tenderly. 

For no fond ear bent sadly 
To list thy failing breath ; * 

The stranger and the foeman 
Sat watching for thy death 
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Uncheer'd — unmitigated 
The cup to thee was given ; 

My every pain is lighten'd 
By love from earth and heaven. 

Each feverish fancy granted, 
Almost before expressed ; 

Luxuriously pillow'd, 
And soothingly caress'd. 

Oh ! 'tis well-nigh presumption, 
In sufferings light as mine, 

To speak, my stricken Saviour! 
Of fellowship with thine. 

But by the restless aching. 
Which findeth no relief ; 

And by the hidden conflict 
With sin and unbelief ; 

By life's slow weary ebbing, 
By death so long delay'd ; 

By the dark grave familiar, 
Because so oft surveyed, — 

By each of these, Jesus I 

I learn to realise, 
Though but in feeblest measure. 

Thy dying agonies. 
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My sufferings no atonement 
For sin could make to God ; 

Alone, of all the people, 
Thou hast the winepress trod. 

So there is nought of anger 
In this my Father's stroke ; 

He is but gently teaching 
My neck to bear thy yoke. 

And it is joy, my Saviour ! 

A blessed joy to think, 
The cup I am but tasting 

Thou didst vouchsafe to drink. 

I would press closer to thee, 
A heavier cross would bear. 

So I might better know thee, 
And more thy spirit share. 

It was thy cloud which led me 
All through the joyous day, 

But now the fiery pillar 
Is shining on my way. 

And I shall better praise thee. 
Seeing thee thus by night, 

Than if the desert pathway 
Had all been track'd in light. 
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Soon, as thou overcamest, 

I too shall overcome ; 
And bless the love which kept me 

So long away from home. 

I had been lost for ever, 

Hadst thou not thought on me 
Cold is my heart and selfish, 

Yety Lord, I think of thee. 
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WHAT THE BROOK SAID TO THE CHILD. 

" OH, I wish that the brook would speak to me, 

I come to it every day ; 
And I love to look at its bright little waves, 

But I wish it had something to say. 
Mamma, dear, how pleasant and strange it would be, 
If the brook should just only for once speak to me ! " 

" Very strange, and yet. Amy, to me 'tis as strange 

If its waters indeed run away, 
To join the great river, and flow to the sea, 

Without having something to say. 
Let us use both our eyes and our ears very well, 
And And out if it really has nothing to tell." 

So Amy sat down on the green sunny bank. 
With her own dear mamma by her side ; 

And she push'd back the curls quite away from her ears. 
And open'd her eyes very wide. 

And listened, till weary, such long watch to keep. 

And lull'd by the rippling, the child fell asleep. 

And then spoke the brook, but the little one thought 
'Twas her mother's dear voice which she heard ; 

For sweeter the tones of that silvery stream. 
Than the song of the midsummer bird. 
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And the chimes of its wavelets were joyful or sad, 
As its tale, like our life, was now troublous — ^now glad. 

" I come from the hills, gentle child, 

From the green old distant hills ; 
And a merry race for a while I ran, 

With my brother and sister riUs ; 
Till I came to a place where the rugged stones 

Gave me so much work to do, 
That I wearied to think of the toil I should have 

In forcing a pathway through ; 
But a sunbeam came, and it led me on. 

And I found that the stoniest way 
Is traversed at last, if we steadily take. 

Just a step, and a step, a day. 

" Then I reached a valley, where waving trees 

Cast o'er me their leafy shade ; 
And birds, as they perch'd on the topmost boughs, 

Such exquisite music made, 
** That I linger'd to listen — and lo I green weeds 

Around me their tendrils threw ; 
And amid them the white ranunculus gleamed, 

And the brooklime, so deeply blue ; 
They bound me — I loved them — I could not go, 

I could not burst my chain. 
Though the simbeam whisper'd, * Away, away ! 

Thine home in the ocean to gain r 
c 
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The flow^'ry fetters which girt me round, 

Grew firmer and firmer still ; 
For he, who would freedom obtain, must learn 

To rule — not be ruled by — his wilL 

" And sluggishly still I had there remain'd 

Like a stagnant pool till now ; 
But a strong wind swept through the shaking trees, 

And over the mountain's brow ; 
And it shattered the hairier my flowers had raised, 

And uprooted each clinging weed ; 
And startled, repentant, ashamed, I rash'd 

On my way with redoubled speed. 

" Twas a sorrowful course for a while ; my waves 

Were no longer clear and bright ; 
I could not give back, as in happier times. 

The sunbeam's pure beautiful light ; 
And the desolate moor which I ought to have 
cross'd. 

Ere summer's long days pass'd by, 
Seem'd doubly dreary, and dark, and lone, 
•Neath the clouds of a wintry sky. 

" Still onward I travell'd, till high and steep 

Stem rocks above me frown'd, 
And narrow and winding my track became 

O'er the stony and sterile ground : 
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'Twas a painful and diflGlcult pass, but oh ! 

I traversed it not in vain ; 
For, clear as a mirror, and bright once niOTe, 

I reflected the sunbeam again. 

" And now I flow on with a joyful hope 

Of reaching my long'd-for home ; 
It cannot be distant, those swallows are decked 

With the ocean's bright silvery foam. 
It cannot be distant : I hear the soimd 

Of its waves on the passing wind ; 
Little child ! hasten onward th^ home to reach, 

Nor linger, nor look behind." 

The streamlet was silent — but Amy still slept. 
And she dreamt that through fleld and through wood 

She saw her dear brook flowing rapidly on, 
Till it mingled with ocean's bright flood ; 

And lo ! the strong billows such glad welcome spoke. 

That with wonder and joy the sweet sleeper awoke. 
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LINES ON SOME MONUMENTS IN GLOUCESTER 
CATHEDRAL. 

OH, shine not here so brightly, 

Thou glorious orb of day ! 
Not on these time-worn monuments 

Should joyous sunbeams play. 
Light, if thou wilt, the stately homes 

Where kings and princes dwell ; 
Or go where bards in lady's bower, 

Of high achievements tell ; 
But come not here ; the pensive eve, 

When shadows softly fall. 
Suits better with this cloister'd aisle — 

This old Cathedral walL 
Go, and athwart the dancing wave 

Display thy gladsome light ; 
Leave thou this palace of the tombs 

To silence and to night. 

Oh, shine not here ! for sleeping low, 

Beneath the blacken'd stone, 
Lies Normandy's young gallant Duke, 

Forgotten and alone:* 

• Robert, Duke of Normandy, son of the Conqueror. 
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He who o'er Palestine's broad plains 

Once led his glittering host — 
The Saracen's most dreaded foe, 

The proud Crusader's boast ! 
Oh, shine not thus, resplendent sun, 

Upon his lowly tomb ; 
For bright as were his early yearsi, 

He died 'mid prison gloom. 

And shine not here, not on the grave 

Of a scomdd fallen king,* 
'Twere mockery on that sculptured form 

Thy golden beams to fling. 
Ah, Edward ! better hadst thou lived 

Poor, lowly, and unknown, 
Than worn a kingly diadem, 

And fiU'd a regal throne : 
The victim of a nation's hate. 

Left by a faithless wife ; 
In Berkeley's dreary dimgeon towers 

Closed thy sad chequer'd life : 
And here they laid thee — here, where oft, 

In days of pomp and pride. 
Thou satt'st a crown'd and flatter'd prince, 

Thy bride-queen at thy side. 
All silently they laid thee here, 

A thousand knees had bow'd, 
A thousand voices hail'd thy name. 

With acclamations loud : 
• Edward II. 
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None sorrow'd o'er thy cruel death. 

No hand was stretched to save : 
sunbeam 1 shed not thy glad light 

On this sad lonely grave. 

Unshelter'd by these ancient towers, 

All plain and unadom'd, 
A stone records the name of one 

Whose fate a nation moum'd ; 
No marble wreath — ^no chaplet fair, 

No words of pompous pride : 
There need none ! 'tis enough that here 

The martyr'd Hooper died.* 
sunbeam 1 ever brightly shine 

Upon the sacred spot ; 
For on this hero's worthy fame 

Is found no stain, no blot ! 
Oh, shine I for here a sinful man, 

Strengthen'd by Jesus' power, 
Bore witness for the truth of God, 

In life's last trying hour : 
Oh, shine ! the flames which wreathed his form, 

But freed the deathless soul, 
But proved a nearer road to heaven, 

The spirit's long'd-for goal : 



* Bishop Hooper's grave is in tlie same place where he suffered martyr- 
dom ; just within the railings which enclose the churchyard of St Hary 
de Lode. 
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A thousand years these gray old walls 

May brave the tempest's rage ; 
But that calm sufferer's name shall live 

To still remoter age — 
Shall live when time itself is o'er, 

And thy sweet light hath fled ; 
sxmbeam ! softly, brightly shine • 

Upon the martyr'd dead. 
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A CHILD'S IMAGININGS. 

DEAR motlier, oft you talk to me 

Of that bright world on high, 
Where dwell the spirits of the just, 

When their fhdl bodies die ; 
But I can scarcely understand 

How they find entrance there — 
I see no portals to the sky, 

No pathway through the air. 

Sometimes when I have heard a lark 

Sing sweetly as it flew, 
I Ve wonder'd if the joyous bird, 

Aught of that far-land knew ; 
I Ve wish'd that I had wings like his, 

To bear me to the sun ; 
And see if there the loved ones rest. 

Whose earthly course is run. 

" I don 't think heaven is in the moon, 

It looks too pale and sad 
To be the dwelling-place of those 

Whom Jesus maketh glad ; 
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And beautiful as are the stars, 
I think they seem too small 

To hold the countless multitudes 
The Lord our God shall call. 

Sometimes I lie on the green lawn, 

In the still eventide, 
And fistncy chariots in the clouds, 

Where happy angels ride ; 
And when my baby-sister died. 

Amid the tears that fell, 
I thought of those bright fleecy skies, 

And knew that all was welL" 

The mother drew her prattling child 

Still closer to her breast, 
As in low serious tones she spoke 

About the heavenly rest ; 
And told him, that if now he walk'd 

In wisdom's narrow way, 
That path would safely lead him on 

To everlasting day. 

She told him that the glorious land, 
Of which he long'd to hear, 

Was far beyond the utmost reach 
Of mortal eye or ear : 
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She told him that through Jesus Christ 

His people entrance find ; 
He is the Door, the Way, the life, 

Their Shepherd, true and kind. 

She told him Christ is all to those 

Who place in Him their trust. 
He guides their spirits safely home, 

Watches their sleeping dust : 
She told him that each little child, 

To welcome to his care, 
He meetens them for better worlds, 

And then receives them' there. 
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THE LANGUAGE OF HEAVEN. 

I LOOKED forth on the midnight skies, 

As star by star went by, 
Telling the power and love of God 

To lands far off, and nigh : 
And to their calm, pure, shining orbs 

Such eloquence seem'd given, 
I deem'd bright looks alone could be 

The language known in heaven. 

I listen'd whilst the happy winds 

To flower and streamlet sung, 
And bursts of joyous minstrelsy 

Through grove and woodland rung : 
I heard a thousand voices raised 

In one harmonious song. 
And then alone sweet music seem'd 

Heaven's own appropriate tongue. 

I heard the last, low, gentle words 

By a loved sister spoken. 
Just ere the silver-cord was loosed. 

The golden-bowl was broken ; 
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And through long years it aeemM to me 
That they mt&t speak above 

The same dear language, which expiess'd 
Her never changing love. 

Yet holier, lovelier, than the sound 

Of our own native tongue, 
When every tone brings thoughts of one 

Long pass'd to heaven's pure throngs 
Is the dear language of that land 

The Saviour's footsteps trod — 
Oh ! surely thus the ransomed speak, 

Around the throne of God. 

A thousand mediums thought may find 

We knew not of before. 
When, clothed with immortaUty, 

We wake to sin no more ; 
But ever to our fisillen race. 

Through Christ, redeem'd, forgiven, 
The language which he spoke will be 

The sweetest heard in heaven. 
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THE LITTLE CJLOUD. 

1 Kings zviii 44. 

FOR three long years no genial showers 
Had call'd forth grass, or bud, or flowers^ 

From Canaan's thirsty soil j 
The husbandman, with patient care, 
His seed oft scatter'd here and there, 

But fruitless all his toiL 

No fountain welling clear and bright, 
No stream reflecting heaven's glad hght. 

Its pleasant music made ; 
No dew on Hermon's Moimt was shed, 
No pearl 'drop gemm'd the lily's head, 

In its deep home of shade. 

Sin had provoked the righteous God 
To stretch forth his chastising rod 

On Israel's dwelling-place ; 
Famine and raging thirst were there, 
And pallid sickness and despair 

Were seen in every place. 
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Twas eventide, on Carmers height, 
Prostrate before the Lord of Might 

Elijah pray'd for rain ; 
Six times his servant's wistful eyes 
Scann'd those unbroken azure skies, 

And gazed each time in vain. 

Yet once again ; and from the sea 
A httle cloud rose silently — 

One httle far-off cloud ; 
But soon it spread o'er hill and plain. 
And rich with showers of plenteous rain 

The darken'd heavens were bow'd. 

O Saviour ! we would pray and look, 
like him who dwelt by Cherith's brook, 

Trusting thy faithful word ; 
For that blest time when Jacob's race, 
Water'd by dews of heavenly grace. 

Shall own thee King and Lord. 

Ages of exile and of woe 

It hath been Israel's lot to know — 

Fruit of their imbelief ; 
But all their guilt to thine account. 
Was placed on Calvary's awful mount. 

And thou hast borne their grief. 
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Is there not even now a sound 
Of rain upon the thirsty ground 1 

Doth not thy Spirit move ? 
And though the cloud seem small at 
Soon o'er all Israel it shall burst, 

In blessings from above. 
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INA'S HOME— A PARABLE. 

TELERE was a child whose infant years pass'd in a foreign 
land. 

Far distant from her father's house, and her own house- 
hold band ; 

Save by report she knew them not, and all her pleasure 
found 

In the frail flowers she call'd her own, and the gay scenes 
around. 

Oft towards his little absent one the father's heart would 
yearn, 

And many a loving word he sent, inviting her return : 
She listen'd for a moment's space, then tum'd aside to play, 
Saying, " All here is new and bright ; call me not hence 
away. 

" The land wherein my father dwells is doubtless good and 
fair; 

Peaceful and happy they may be who seek their portion 
there: 

T, too, will go ; but not just now ; oh, wait a little while ; 
Wait till this summer Ught shall fade — ^these friends shall 
cease to smile." 
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Gfaily she spoke ; but by and by, a time of sorrow came ; 
The toys and flowers she prized so much, no longer looked 
the same : 

She could not join the mazy dance, or sing the merry song 5 
Ina was no more glad of heart — ^the beautiful, the strong. 

'Twas then, when her young hopes were crush'd, her joys 

and comforts flovm — 
Then, when forsaken, in her grief she moum*d and wept 

sklone ; 

'Twas then her father's words of love found echo in her 
heart ; 

Twas then, obedient to his voice, she hasted to depart. 

'Twixt Ina and the land she sought roll'd ocean's stormy 
wave. 

Concealing in its soundless depths full many an imknown 
grave : 

The child launch'd, half despairingly, upon the sparkhng 
foam — 

Oh, who, o'er that wide troubled sea, would guide her 
safely home 2 

Her father would — ^impell'd by love he watch'd the fragile 
bark; 

He taught her unskill'd hands to steer o'er billows high 
and dark : 

And when, lull'd by deceitful calms, all heedlessly she slept, 
A faithful and unwearied watch that tender father kept. 
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Sometimes, when on the sleeping sea the moonbeams softly 
shone, 

Ina thought all her conflicts o'er — ^her dangers past and 
gone : 

She deem'd the shore already gained — the wish'd-for 
haven won — 

When yet its hills were all unseen — her voyage just b^gun. 

When midnight reign'd, and wintry winds blew cold, and 

rough, and high, 
Ina forgot that her reward, her hour of rest, was nigh ; 
Oft o'er the water's broad expanse she tum'd a wistful 

gaze, 

To that fair, yet delusive land, where pass'd her early days. 

'Twas well for Ina there was One whose love could know 
no change — 

A love her waywardness could not for one short hour 
estrange — 

A love which lightdjd up a track across the pathless main — 
A love whose sympathy, oft sought, was never sought 
in vain. 

At length the kingly palaces of her bright home were near ; 
And ever as she onward sped, the view became more clear : 
One foaming wave broke o'er her head, and then she reach'd 
the shore — 

The blissful shore of that dear land which she should 
leave no more. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF A DEAR BABY. 

" Thstt he, being steadfast in faith, joyful through hope, and rooted in 
charity, may so pasa the waves of this troublesome world, that finally he 
may come to the land of everlasting life, there to reign with Thee, world 
without end : through Jesus Christ our Lord." — Baptismal Se&vigb. 

DEAR baby ! not for him shall come 

The summer-tide of earth ; 
He has but lived through wintry months, 

When snow-drops had their birth ; 
And when ten thousand other flowers 

Welcomed the spring's first breath, 
He who had lived the snow-drop's life, 

Shared in their time of death. 

Yet, no ! I will not liken him 

To frail and fading flowers. 
Whose all of life is pass'd and gone 

When wither'd from our bowers : 
For though like them his mortal part 

May mingle with the sod, 
Deathless, and pure, and beautiful, 

The spirit dwells with God. 

We ask'd a few short weeks ago, 

Kneeling in solemn prayer. 
That He who ransom'd that fair child. 

And made him heaven's rich heir. 
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Would grant that he might safely pass 
The world's dark troublous sea ; 

And reign with God, for Jesus' sake, 
Through all eternity. 

Our prayer is answer'd — once, long since, 

The night was rough and dark, 
And Galilee's strong waves rose high 

Around a feeble bark ; 
But Jesus stepp'd within the ship, 

And in a moment's space 
The tempeslr-tost were safely moor'd^ 

Close to the landing-place* 

Thus, with that little sleeping child, 

Brief warfare with the wind ; 
Brief battling with the crested waves, 

And then, storms left behind ; 
His tiny bark its anchorage found 

On the celestial shore^ 
Never the surging tide to cross, 

Or brave the billows more* 

Not "steadfast faith," not "joyful hope," 

That child might learn below ; 
We might not teach him of the things 

Which but in part we know ; 
But God hath rooted him in love, 

And, 'mid the seraph throng. 
He who had sung no hymns on earth 

Hath learnt the angels' song. 
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The steadfast £uth which trusts in God, 

Though dark His dealings seem ; 
The hope which sheds o*er sorrow^s night, 

Its bright and cheering beam. 
Oh ! these be given to those who mourn 

The vacant room and cot ; 
And, in the silence of their home^ 

Weep that their child is not. 

Two little ones their God hath left, 

For them to nurse and train ; 
One, He himself is nurturing up, 

To give to them agam ; 
A few brief summers, and a few 

Dark nights, and wintry days, 
And all, we trust, shall meet to sing 

Their one Bedeemer's praise ! 
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MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

John xx, 1-18. 

TWAS early in the morning — night-clouds still 

Rested on Olive's triple-pointed mount ; 
And nothing save the bird's first joyous trill, 

Or the low ripple of Siloam's fount, 
Was heard when Mary Magdalene arose, 

Intent to reach the seal'd stone-cover'd grave. 
Where lay, she deem'd, in death's calm long repose 

One she had thought omnipotent to save. 

Weeping she came — ^her heart so fondly clung 

To the remembrance of the Crucified ; 
Oft on His gracious accents she had hung — 

Oft long'd in His dear presence to abide. 
She loved as they alone can love who know 

The blessedness of feeling every sin forgiven ; 
Changing their birthright of just wrath and woe. 

For the blest heritage of God and heaven. 

She reach'd the tomb — ^the stone was roll'd away, 
And Jesus gone ! Hasting the news to spread, 

She call'd His two disciples, as the day 
Its dawning glory o'er her pathway shed ; 
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They came and look'd, and wonderingly return'd 
To their own home, but Mary still remain'd ; 

She could not go — ^her heart so fondly yeam'd, 
If but His corpse she might have yet retained. 

She stood there even till the morning light 

Had chased from Olivet each lingering cloud, 
And o'er its rocks of pure and dazzUng white 

Had cast a veil, bright as the wings which shroud 
Faces of seraphim, and sunbeams gave 

The pomegranate's red flowers a richer hue ; 
But to the sad one, weeping by that grave, 

Earth's gladness seem'd a mockery of woe. 

Once more she stoop'd to gaze into the tomb. 

And lo ! two messengers from heaven were there ; 
They sat within the sepulchre's deep gloom — 

White robed and pure — undimm'd by sin or care : 
" Why weepest thou ?" they ask'd, and Mary heard, 

And too absorb'd in grief to feel afraid. 
She answer'd, " They have taken hence my Lord, 

And now I know not where He may be laid." 

Her Lord ! Had she not learnt that bonds and death 
Awaited those who own'd the Nazarene 1 

Died not her trust with His expiring breath ? 
Call'd she Him Lord, whose burial she had seen ? 
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Some who had been with Jesus night and day 

Were doubtful now, and fear'd their hopes all vain; 

But Mary's loving faith was like the ray 
Which bursts into a bow, 'mid clouds and rain. 



But now another voice, more low and sweet, [thou ?" 

Ask'd, "Wherefore dost thou weep] whom seekest 
'Twas Jesus ! Yet she knelt not at his feet, 

Nor joy chased yet the shadow from her brow ; 
She knew him not — ^tears had so dimmed her sight — 

Grief on her spirit weigh'd so heavily. 
That just as clouds obscure the noontide light 

She stood by Jesus, knowing not 'twas he. 



'Tis often thus — ^his people do not know 

How near the Saviour is in times of grief ; 
Stunn'd by the sharp severity of woe, 

They quite forget that he will bring relief: 
And when, half chiding, half in sympathy, 

He asks, " Why weepest thou ? Am I not near 1 " 
So dim their eyes, scarcely his face they see, 

Or recognise the blessed tones they hear. 

Again he spoke, call'd Mary by her name ; 

Oh 1 who hath never felt the magic spell 
Of his own name, when from dear hps it came. 

Potent his doubts and sorrows to dispel ? 
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^ Mary I ** he said, and Mary knew him now, 

Knew those loved tones, so often heard before ; 
Gazed on his hands, his side, his wounded brow, 
"Rabboni ! Master ! " she could say no more. 

Oh ! ever gladly she had lingered there. 

In lowly homage, to embrace his feet ; 
But Jesus bade her the glad tidings bear 

To those dear brethren whom he long'd to greet. 
A joyful message her*s ! All things around. 

Flower, tree, and fruit, and the blue sky above, 
Seem'd to her heart all vocal with the sound 

Of Jesus' voice, all radiant with his love. 

Is it not thus with us ? oft called to weep 

O'er sunny hopes, one hour suffered to wreck ; 
Ofb bending, agonised, o'er those who sleep 

The slumber we are impotent to break : 
If Christ is with us in those times of woe. 

Opening the tear-dinmi'd eyes to see his form, 
Causing our hearts his gentle voice to know, 

Hush'd are the winds, at peace the raging storm : 

And sunshine breaks upon the angry waves 
Which gulph'd our hopes — new, better hopes disclosing, 

And angel-watchers guard the silent graves, 
Where loved ones lie in Jesus' arms reposing ; 
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Then whilst adoringly we clasp his feet, 
He speaks to us by name, and bids us 

His gospel of salvation to repeat. 
His resurrection in our lives to shew. 
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SONGS IN THE NIGHT. 

Where ia God my Maker, who giveth songs in the night? "—Job xzxt. 10. 

'TWAS one of many restless nights 

That gentle girl had known ; 
Around her all in slumber lay, 

Sleep fled from her alone ; 
And ever with her thoughts, these words, 

" Wearisome nights for me,"* 
Utter'd by one sore tried of old, 

Seem'd mingling mournfully. 

Slowly the midnight time had pass'd, 

And morning's first still hour. 
And then a murmuring breeze went by, 

Awaking tree and flower ; 
And as they drank the falling dew, 

A young bird shook his wing, 
Rejoicing earlier than the rest, 

His song of praise to sing. 

The sick one, on her sleepless couch, 

Had counted every chime, 
Which told, as weary hours pass'd on. 

The lingering lapse of time ; 

* Job vii. 8. 
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Nought else, until the bird^s glad song, 

The noiseless calm had broken, 
What maryel, if she hail'd each note, 

As if a friend had spoken. 

And thus she thought, "God gives a song, 

A night-song to that bird, 
His tuneful fellows slumber still, 

No other nest is stirr*d ; 
Darkness is shrouding wood and bower 

And streamlet from his sight. 
So he sits still, and sings to God, 

Whilst waiting for the light. 

" A shade o'er my young hfe hath come, 

Long weary months of pain, 
And never to this sinking form * 

May health return again : 
Hath not God sent the little bird 

To His afflicted child. 
As Afric's tiny desert moss 

The traveller's fears beguiled ?* 

" Saviour ! often didst thou spend 

Long nights in prayer for me, 
And it is meet these watchful hours 

Be given in praise to thee : 

* Muugo Park once lay down in the desert in utter despair of aid, when 
a little exquisite moss attracted his eye ; and, remindint;^ him of the ever- 
*^«tchfiil God, impelled him to fresh exertions. 
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For me thy death hath purchased life, 

Thy groans for me a song ; 
Thy grave a name and place for me. 

Amid the white-robed throng. 

Why is my heart disquieted ? 

Why is my soul cast down ? 
A httle while afflictions here — 

Soon an unfading crown ; 
Oh ! be my hope more firm and bright, 

My faith more strong and true ; 
Then, little bird, these feeble lips 

Shall sing a night-song too." 

And, lo I the fSedr young drooping girl 

Sang with the joyous bird, 
And stars looked down upon them both, 

And God and angels heard ; 
The one essay'd his loudest notes 

In strains of mirth and glee ; 
The other deep within her heart 

Made holier melody. 

Mom broke at length — o'er wood and hill 
The glad bird took its flight. 

But on that gentle sufferer dawn'd 
The day which knows no night ; 
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Singing like one of old, ahe crossed 
The cold, dark stream of death, 

And joy was in her eyes* last glance, 
Peace in her latest breath. 
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THE LOST TRIBES OF ISRAEL. 

"Therefore the Lord was very angry with Israel, and removed them 
out of his sight : there was none left but the tribe of Judah only."— 2 Kings 
xviL 18. 

AND thus were Israel's pleasant things laid waste, 
Her beauty marr'd, her loveliness defaced. 
Commencement of those dark and evil days, 
When from her heavens the sun withdrew his rays ; 
When earth, made void, and dispossess'd of form, 
Gave her disjointed atoms to the storm ; 
When trembling birds forsook the clouded sky. 
And mountains shook, and ancient streams were dry ; 
And the land echoed back no joyous tread. 
And cherish'd in her bosom but the dead.* 

Not yet on Judah came the curse of Heaven, 
Space for repentance and return was given ; 
And still the light, as loth to pass away. 
Cast o'er Jerusalem its ling'ring ray ; 
Spared for a time, temple and city stood. 
E'en like the ark, alone amidst the flood. 



* Jer. iv. 23-29. 
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Her pious monarch, on his bended knee, 

Proving her best and surest panoply. 

Not Miriam's song a loftier tale might tell, 

Than how Sennacherib's stricken warriors fell ; 

For ever, whilst the voice of prayer arose. 

Fought Judah's Qod 'gainst Judah's boastful foes. 

But the ten tribes of Israel sought in vain 

Their hUls, and vales, and cities to regain ; 

Captives a while, degraded, and oppress'd, 

TJien scatter'd, none knew where, unsought, unbless'd. 

Each passing century its witness gave 

That idol gods are impotent to save. 

Yet triumph not, ye who would deem that Heaven 

Forgets one pledge, keeps not each promise given ; 

For, as long since, on Carmel's mount there stood 

An awenstruck host, shouting the " Lord is God ! " 

So, casting down their blocks of wood and stone, 

Shall Israel's sons each other god disown. 

Than the One Living and Ahnighty Lord, 

Who smote them with the rod, and not the swoid. 

Men call them lost ! So is the morning dew 
Which sparkled erewhile on the violet's blue ; 
So is the nightingale, in wintry hours. 
Seeking in other lands its best-loved flowera 
So are the leaves of autumn, fading, dying ; 
So are the days and moments, swiftly flying ; 

* The nightingale is bo fond of cowslips, that it has been said never to 
sing where these flowers do not grow. 
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So are the dead ! Yet never lost to God 

Is one small leaflet withering on the sod : 

Not lost — the bird His guiding hand brings back, 

When storms are o'er across the sunbeam's track ; 

Not lost — ^the moments garner'd in the sky, 

They witness of the centuries gone by. 

Not lost to Him the dead, though earth and air 

Their scatter'd dust with stream and ocean share ; 

Nor are they lost, those tribes, to whom of yore 

Eternal faithfulness Jehovah swore. 

A little while, and then the Lord shall blow 

His trumpet call, and from the Arctic snow, 

From mighty Himalaya, or the vale 

Of sunny Cashemere, famed in Eastern tale ; 

Or from the Andes, whose broad purple zone, 

Of gorgeous flowers no zephyr's breath hath known.* 

From the far north, and from earth's utmost coasts. 

Shall flow together Israel's gathering hosts ; 

Seas shall roll back their swiffcly flowing tide. 

Hills be made low, and barrier streams be dried, 

Hough places smooth'd, strengthen'd the weary feet. 

And lifted up the feeble hands, to greet 

Their fatherland. The stranger's sons shall haste 

To build again the cities long laid waste. 

Qerizim, now with lonely ruins crown'd. 

With joyful shouts of blessing shall resound ; 

*The magnificent Bifaria, which Humboldt describes as forming a 
purple girdle round the spiral peaks of the Andes. 

E 
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From Hennon's dewy monnt to Amon's atream, 

A thousand homes shall welcome momkig's beam. 

Samaria's towers and Garmel's walls shall rise. 

Majestic as of old, 'neath cloudless skies. 

Tall cedars and white myrtle flowers shall grace, 

The dreary wilderness and lonely place ; 

Eich crimson lilies and bright roses bloom. 

Loading the desert air with rich perfume. 

The thirsty antelope shall need no more. 

To rob the bushes of their dewy store ; * 

For springs of cool, clear water shall be found. 

And grass-fringed pools rejoice the thirsty ground. 

No lion shall arouse him from his lair ; 

No dread hyena's cry reverberate there. 

There shall be nought to fear, for Christ shall reign, 

Israers God-king, o'er Israel's wide domain. 

Christ shall be King ! No other words convey 

The blessedness of that millennium day. 

The joy of heaven is all, and only this, 

That God reigns there, diffusing life and bliss ; 

And i^ when but a servant here below. 

From Jesus' presence vanish'd death and woe ; 

If deserts, 'neath the influence of his smile, 

Forgot the ruggedness they wore erewhile ; 

If, at his word, strong waves were hush'd to sleep ; 

If mooimers, cheer'd by him, forbore to weep ; 



* lieutenant Waghom was told by the Arabs that antelopes frequently 
§eek under low bushes in the desert for the scanty dewdrops to assuage 
*beir thirst. 
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Tlien^ whm. h& eomes to mgOy one joyfdl ejea 

iSiall see am^nithffr htHsxam em ear& aanig*- 

Scqize of loael I JaeoVa ^oelqub atar I 
Seen b j tiie prophet dimly froni a&r. 
A g^oiioQS tiisEja^ Slid batii eva been. 
Thj peo^'^s aonetaasj ; they do not learn 
FpcnananiLc^fieab. Tbe God tbj^ tmst 
Is not a man tbat he ^oold be wpsb^ 
Or faithfcigB to bia wasd. ; graced on bis bands 
Aie tbej wbo wods now in steogs lands ; 
And ^iben aH kingrkans own bim as tbeir Ens. 
And east and w«afe tbeir cosfcly offerrngB bnn^ 
The bngjitest jewd in bis czown siaH be 
That Israel chosen from et^mtj. 
An saredy all hoif, and aH n^csteaaa tben, 
Epbraini and Jndab, Ijcotbos once wffiDj 
Shall know no gnei, aare when, with confczite tears^ 
They ireep the unbelief of bygone yean ; 
Save wben they look on Him whose pvedoos blood 
Alone sufficed to bring them bai^ to God 
Triumphant love ! not bei^t nor depffcb can sever 
From thine embrace those iriio are thine for e?er! 
Things pasty nor things to come, nor time, nor space. 
Lessen thy power, nor yet exhaust thy grace ! 
Such loYe hath Israel known in part of yore, 
Its fuhiess they shsA prove for erennora 
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A BRAND PLUCK'D FROM THE BURNING. 

Zegh. iii. 1-4. 

OH, how wonderful the vision, 

Zechariah saw of old, 
When, not deck'd with snowy robings, 

Or adom'd with crown of gold ; 
But with worn and filthy garments, 

Joshua stood before the Lord, 
And against him Satan utter'd 

Many a false accusing word ! 

It is vain, thou fallen angel ! 

Point thou not to rent or stain ; 
Thou art mighty, but thy mahce 

'Gainst that ransom'd one is vain. 
A new garment they have brought him. 

White with Jesus' precious blood ; 
He is pluck'd, a brand from burning, 

Made a priest and king to God. 

Solemn, touching, glorious vision ! 

Israel ! it was given for thee : 
Come, though bound with Satan's fetters. 

Come to Jesus, and be free. 
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Eighteen hundred years thy raiment, 
Soil'd and worn, and stain'd hath been. 

Yet for thee white robes are woven, 
Come to Jesus, and be dean. 

Lord ! for tis, too, came this vision^ 

Gentile sinners though we are ; 
Angels brought for us glad tidings — 

Beam'd for us thine Advent Star. 
Qarments, stain'd and worn, we bring thee, 

Clothe us with a robe divine ; 
Satan shews our sins' dark records, 

Answer for us — ^We are thine. 
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THE NIGHT-WATCH. 

LINES WRTETEN BY THE SICK-BED OP A DEAR FRIEND. 

TIS not a lonely night-watch 

Which by thy couch I spend, 
Jesus is close beside us, 

Our Saviour and our Friend. 

Often I strive all vainly, 

To ease thine aching head. 
Then, silently and gently, 

Himself he makes thy bed. 

Oft vain my every effort 

To win thee tranquil rest. 
Then in his arms he folds thee, 

Gose pillow'd on his breast. 

He sees thy weary tossings, 

He knows thine every pain ; 
And proves his strength Almighty 

Thy weakness to sustain. 

I 

Oh,' when I long to whisper 

Some comfort in thine ear, i 
What need I tell thee, dearest, 

Save that our Lord is here ? 

I 
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How diffezent was the nig^t-vatch 
Which once for ua he kept — 

Earth — hell — all leagued against him, 
Whilst friend and follower slept ! 

Twas then he bore the burden, 
Else had been our's to bear ; 

His peace is in our night-watch. 
Our sins were with him there. 

Do we not hear him saying, 
^ Your guilt on me was laid, 

Ye are my blood-bought jewels, 
Fear not^ nor be dismay'd. 

1 sit beside the furnace. 
The gold will soon be pure ; 
And blessed are those servants, 
Who to the end endure. 

^ I will not lay upon you 
More than ye well can bear ; 

In pity, 1 redeem'd you. 
In love, your sorrows share. 

" Because your trust is in me, 
This hour with you I spend ; 

And I am with you alway, 
Lo, even to the end. 
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" A little while I bear you, 
Close fasten'd on my breast ;* 

Soon precious stones, and polish'd, 
Upon my brow to rest.t 

** I come to you, and cheer you, • 
In sorrow's dreary night ; 

And ye shall come and praise me 
When faith is changed for sight. 

So look ye upward, onward, 
To heaven's el^emal shore ; 
Where ye shall surely enter. 
For I have gone before, 

" And in its many mansions 

I keep for you a place ; 
N(yiOj ye but feel my presence — 

Then, ye shall see my face. 

"No more a weary night-watch 

Together ye shall keep : 
1 shall not need to comfort, 

Ye have no cause to weep." 

Amen! blessed Saviour 1 

Dwell with us, in us, here. 
Until we share thy glory 

When God shall wipe each tear. 

♦ Ex. xxxlil. 29. t Zech. ix. 16; Mai HI. 17. 
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LINES 

SUGGESTED BY THE MONUMENT OP HOWARD, THE PHILAN- 
THROPIST, IN ST PAUL'S CATHEDRAL, LONDON. 

THE brave are gather'd round thee — from snowy marble 
wrought, 

The life-Uke eflBgies of those who for our freedom fought : 
The hero-sons of England, who, on the battle-plain. 
Or where the ocean-wave ran red with warrior blood, were 
slain : 

Meet are these marble monuments for them, the brave, the 
high. 

Whose proud resolve was ever — ^to conquer or to die ! 

The brave, indeed, are round thee ; but, Howard, not as 
they 

Didst thou lead glittering legions on, in battle's proud 
array : 

No cannon e'er thine advent boom'd upon a foreign land. 
No shining sword was wielded by thy free gentle hand ; 
Thou didst not tread the warrior's track, or claim his 
victory — 

Thine was ** an unfrequented path to immortality." * 
* Inscription on Howard's monnment. 



74 

Who, before thee, had cared to seek the prison's wretched 
den — 

Where deep degraded man forgot his brotherhood with 
men — 

Where the hard heart grew harder yet, communing with its 
sin, 

Disgusting loathsomeness around, and dark despair within ? 
Who, before thee, had left the light of pleasure's glittering 
halls, 

To seek, unaided and alone, the dungeon's dreary halls ? 

Oh, there was One ! His Ughtning track waa through the 
awe-struck sky, 

His chariots were the mountain-clouds careering swiftly by ; 

His steeds were burning cherubim ; His lofty dwelling- 
place 

Extended through the boundless realms of an unmeasured 
space ; 

To Him the glorious seraphim sung everlasting lays : 

His years had no commencement — ^ELis life no end of days. 

Yet pitied He our prison world ; and Heaven's high glory 
leaving, 

Came down where wretchedness and sin life's gloomy web 
were weaving ; 

He came : and lo 1 the chains were loosed which bound the 
sons of men ; 

And demons, trembling at His voice, sought hell's dark 
haunts again ; 



And beauty bloom'd in the pale cheek, where death so late 
had reign'd; 

And flowers, the first bright flowers, sprung up, of Paradise 
regain'd. 

He came to set the captive free ; oh ! strange, mysterious 
love, 

Which made him share the prisoner's lot, his fetters to 
remove ! 

Which made Him bear the sinner's guilt, that guilt to 
cleanse away ; 

And die, that dying men might live, sons of immortal day ! 
Compassion infinite ! how far thy glorious deeds excel 
What earth's most stately monuments, most rapturous 
songs can tell ! 

These marble records soon shall fade ; this lofty dome shall 
faU, 

Though fair each graved and polish'd stone, and strong the 

sculptured wall : 
But^ Saviour ! to thy glorious name a temple riseth high. 
Enduring as the countless years of thine eternity ; 
And purer than the snow-white fene rear'd to the orb of 

day. 

Near which on Tigris' ancient wave shines forth his earhest 
ray.* 

* A temple built by the Tezidis, dedicated to the 8ud, and so placed that 
his early beams &11 softly upon it. 
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A living temple formed of hearts wash'd in thy precious 
blood, 

Of souls redeem'd from sin and death to righteousness and 
God; 

A temple, whose foundation laid on Calvary's mournful hill, 
Hath grown 'mid storms, and tears, and blood, and yet is 
growing still ; 

A temple, vocal with thy praise, in loudest anthems swell- 

To the wide universe thy mighty and love, and wisdom 
telling. 

The highest glory man can reach, is not that he should gain 
A monument by genius wrought in some time-honour'd 
%e; 

But in that living temple placed, a tried and polish'd stone. 
He should be found when earth's proud towers and tombs 

are overthrown. 
Exceeding height of blessedness, Howard ( such lot is 

thine. 

And, though in himibler, lower meed, oh, be such glory 
mine ! 
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CHRISTMAS VERSES. 

CHILDREN ! whose young happy voices 
Swell the Christmas joyful hymn, 

Do you love the lowly Jesus 
Who was bom in Bethlehem ? 

Do you love him as your teacher — 

Wishing ever at his feet, 
Like the wise and gentle Mary, 

Day by day to take your seat 1 

Do you, as your King and Ruler, 
Yield obedience to his will — 

Run with willing feet to serve him, 
Or at his command sit still ? 

Do you love him as your Saviour ? 

Oh, it was for you and me, 
Jesus from his throne of glory 

Came in great humility, 

lived on earth, and wept, and suffered, 
Bled, and died, and from the grave 

Rose triumphant, prince and victor. 
Strong to conquer, strong to save. 
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Do you pray to him to cleanse you — 
Make your heart quite clean and white ? 

Is your every thought of Jesus, 
Like a sunbeam, warm and bright ? 

Children ! if the Great Bedeemer, 
Thus you know, and thus you love, 

Christmas anthems, glad, unceasing. 
You shall sing in courts above. 
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GOING HOME. 

" WILL you come with me, my pretty one ? " 

I ask'd a little child : 
" Will you come with me and gather flowers ? " 

She look'd at me and smiled ; 
Then, in a low sweet gentle tone, 

She said, " I cannot come, 
I must not leave this narrow path, 

For I am going home." 

" But will you not ? " I ask'd again ; 

** The sun is shining bright. 
And you might twine a lily wreath 

To carry home at night. 
And I could shew you pleasant things 

If you would only come." 
But still she answered as before, 

** No— I am going home." 

" But look, my child ; the fields are green, 

And, 'neath the leafy trees. 
Children are playing merrily. 

Or resting at their ease. 
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"Does it not hurt your tender feet, 

This stony path to tread 1 " 
"Sometimes — ^but I am going home," 

Once more she sweetly said. 

" My Father bade me keep this path, 

Nor ever turn aside ; 
The road which leads away from Him 

Is very smooth and wide. 
The fields are fresh, and cool, and green, 

Pleasant the shady trees ; 
But those around my own sweet home 

Are loveHer far than these. 

"I must not linger on the road. 

For I have far to go, 
And I should like to reach the door 

Before the sun gets low. 
I must not stay, but will you not, 

Oh, will you not come too ? 
My home is very beautiful. 

And there is room for you." 

I took her little hand in mine. 

Together we went on ; 
Brighter and brighter o'er our path 

The blessed sunbeams shone. 



At length we saw the distant towers ; 

But ere we reached the gate, 
The child outstripp'd my ling'ring feet, 

Too overjoy'd to wait. 
And as she tum'd her radiant face 

Once more to bid me come, 
I heard a chorus of glad songs, 

A burst of " Welcome home ! " 



r 
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I WILL GIVE YOU EEST. 

BIRDS of the weary wandering wing,* 

Oh, wherefore are ye hovering 

O'er the dark Euxine's stormy wave, 

Which ever Hke a living grave 

Yawns for its prey ? what secret spell 

Hath banish'd you from grove and dell. 

And bound you o'er the foaming deep, 

A painful, ceaseless watch to keep 1 

Go— sunlight shines upon the stream, 

Go— flowers have waked with morning's beam, 

Go— and your snowy plumage fold 

Where ivy wreathes some temple old ; 

Or go where scented myrtles bloom, 

And rosemary's sweet rich perfume 

Floats o'er the Adriatic wave, 

Or sheds its fragrance o'er the grave. 

Go— even now, the golden light 

Is quench'd in clouds of gathering night. 

Dark heaving billows toss their heads, 

Fierce lightning a brief radiance sheds 

Upon your stormy home — not home ; 

Beneath, nought but the curling foam, 

* Named, " Lea ftmes damn^es.** 
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Above, nought but the blackened sky, 
By that wild flashing we descry — 
Not home— oh, wherefore linger ye 
As though ye loved this raging sea ? 
The lark soars upward through the sky, 
And learns heaven's notes of melody ; 
The nightingsile in forest bowers 
Makes music to the sleeping flowers. 
The eagle his strong wings essays, 
To reach the source of noontide rays ; 
And ye, amid this weary waste. 
Unresting — ^yet with fruitless waste, 
Pass and repass I oh, men have said. 
The spirits of the unshriven dead 
Are shrouded in your strange wild forms, 
And forced to brave the ruthless storms ; 
Which love with foaming surge to crest, 
Euxinus' dark and billowy breast.* 

Not with such superstitious fear, 
The rushing of your wings I hear ; 
Yet seem ye types of those who dwell, 
Chain'd by the unseen power of hell 
Amid the night of sin. Spell-bound, 
They listen not the gentle soxmd 



* The mariners believe these birds to be the souls of the lost ; whose 
curse it is^ that they cannot rest, but are obliged to pass and repass wearily 
over the stormy waters, which repulse them from their breast. 
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Of Gospel invitations given, 
Nor seek the peaceful shores of heaven. 
The Sun of righteousness may shine, 
The flowers of hope may brightly twine; 
The healing tree of Ufe may grow, 
And clear celestial waters flow. 
They seek not heaven's unfading joys, 
But grasping earth's vain empty toys, 
Flutter, through life's soon measured day, 
Then pass in black despair away. 

Break, break the spell, immortal soul ! 
It is not thine to share the goal 
Ot fallen angels. They have wreathed 
Their magic round thee, and have breathed 
Their poison on the air — but yet 
Thou may'st escape the fowler's net^ 
Thou may'st be free ! Rise, spirit I rise ! 
Up— plume thy wings for yonder skies; 
Strength shall be given thee for the flight 
By One who hath all power and might. 
Oh, it had been a hopeless thing 
By thine own unassisted wing 
To soar away. But, lo ! the chain 
Which bound thee hath been snapp'd in twain. 
Poor fluttering one — 'tis thine to rest 
Safe folded to a Saviour's breast. 
Wilt thou not seek that hiding-place, 
And there lose every Ungering trace 
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Of fear, and sin, and doubt, and woe, 
Which clung so close to thee below ? 
It had been thine beneath the wave 
To sink with none to help, to save. 
If Jesus had not rescue brought^ 
Nor with Eis life thi/ life had bought. 

Spirit immortal, rise ! oh, rise ! 
Thine is a work of high emprise ; 
Eternal life thine aim. The foe * 
Will scarcely let his captive go- 
Spirit ! ascend in earnest prayer ; 
Let supphcations rend the air ; 
Wash in the Lamb's all-Kileansing blood, 
Then fear thou not^ nor storm nor flood. 
Jesus thy resting-place shall be, 
Through ages of eternity. 
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THE JOYFUL SOUND. 

The Feast of Trampeti^ a memorial of the Creation, was oelebntad by 
the andent Isradites upon thdr New Teal's Day ; and every householder 
who heard the peal of the adlver tnimpet8&t>m the Tsmide-ooaits, echoed the 
aoand with his own trumpet, tall the whole land, to its ntmost barders, 
was filled with ngoidng. 

OH, welcome was the trumpet-note, 

In ages long since gone ; 
• Which told to Israel's waiting tribes 

The New Tear had began. 
When mom*s first ray on 2iion streamed 

The joyful sound went forth. 
Echoed o'er peopled vale and hill, 

From south to distant north. 

For every Israelite who heard 

That trumpet's pealing blast^ 
Was bound its glad notes to repeat^ 

Until the sound had pass'd 
O'er all the land — as ocean chimes 

Deepen, and swell, and rise ; 
One voice of multitudes— one chord 

Of countless harmonies. 
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Memorial of the time when earth 

In beautiful array, 
Unstain'd by sin, undimm'd by curse, 

Hail'd the first Sabbath day. 
When morning stars in their bright course 

Creation^s anthem sung ; 
And from the glorious sons of God 

Shoutings of gladness rung. 

Yet more — ^the trumpet feast foretold 

Of times more blessed still, 
When the good tidings of great joy 

Should sound from Zion's hill ; 
Proclaiming to a fallen world , 

Salvation full and free. 
The dawn of the accepted year 

To heirs of misery. 

To us the Gospel hath been sent ; 

E'en from our earliest years. 
The music of a Saviour's name 

Hath sounded in our ears. 
The secret for long ages kept 

To us hath been reveal'd ; 
Have we no call like them, for whom 

The silver trumpets peal'd — 

No caU to spread the joyful news 1 
Far hence be such a thought ! 

Oh, be it ours, in every ear 
To tell what God hath wrought ; 
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To echo, even though it be 

With weak and stanunering tongoe, 
The tidings fiethkhem's shepherds heard. 

The angels' midnight song. 

And may the language of our lives^ 

Most eloquent^ though mute. 
Draw others to embrace the £uth 

Which bears such goodly fruit. 
Till that blest day when Earth shall keep 

Her last, most glorious feast ; 
And eyeiy one shall know the Lord, 

The greatest and tlie least 



89 



THE PATH OF THE SOUL. 

OH, where is the path of the aoul, 
As, freed from the trammels of earth, 

It hastes to the presence of Him 
Who gave the yoimg spirit its birth ? 

Can it be where the Jar-flowing Nile 

To ocean*s blue waters hath sped 1 
Doth some bark bear the soul swiftly on 

To a judgment-hall 'neath its deep bed 1 * 

Or is it^ as children oft dream, 

In the sun's ever brightening ray ? 
Is the moonbeam's pale shadowy track 

The unfetter'd spirit's highway ? 

Is it hid in the light curling mists 
Which from streamlet and valley arise ? 

Is the spirit's path wreathed in the flame, 
Which ever soars up towards the skies ? 

* The ancient I^yptians taught that the parted spirit was borne along 
the waters of the Nile, in the bark of the setting sun, to the Judgment-hall 
of Osiris, in the lower world. 



90 



Doth the wind form its viewless track, 
Or the deep lonely echoing cave 1 

Doth it rise on the fragrance of flowers, 
As they bloom o'er the body's low grave ? 

All vainly we seek to descry 

The road which leads home to our God ; 
But joyous the pathway must be, 

Which Jesus before us hath trod. 

If here in his footsteps we tread, 

If here on his blood we rely, 
'Mid the swellings of Jordan's cold flood, 

When the last dim light fades from the sky. 

And the last word of love hath been said, 
To the watching, the weeping, the dear, 

His hand the freed spirit shall guide 
In the track never dimm'd by a tear. 
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THE CHILD TEACHER. 

THERE sat a little pale-faced boy, 

Within a cottage-door ; 
No flowers perfumed that city-street, 

No sweet breeze wander'd o'er ; 
And none of aU the busy throng, 

For ever passing by, 
Cared that the meek and gentle child 

Was sick and near to die. 

Tet cared that little one for each, 

God had so flll'd his heart 
With the pure heaven-bom charity 

He only can impart. 
And every weary face he saw 

Call'd forth a loving prayer. 
That all might seek for rest in Christ, 

All his salvation share. 

But now along the crowded streets 

There came a dark-eyed boy, 
And the fading child's pale cheek was flush'd. 

And his eyes grew bright with joy : 
For the little Israelite who knelt 

So fondly at his side. 
Had learnt jfrom him to know and love 

And serve the Crucified 
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Twas many months since first they met ; 

A trifling service done^ 
A few kind words, and beaming looks, 

Their friendship had begun. 
The Gentile child possessed no wealth, 

No silver, and no gold ; 
Nought save one little book was his, 

And that was soil'd and old. 

But^ oh ! it was the Word of Life, 

And well he knew its worth, 
Eeyond the ocean's glittering gems. 

Or precious things of earth ; 
And freely as he had received. 

So freely he had given. 
And taught the outcast Jew the way 

To Qod, and peace, and heaven. 

Ask we what we can do for Gk)d, 

And for His chosen race ? 
Nay, whilst one wandering child remains 

A stranger to His grace— 
Whilst in our hands we hold His Word, 

And at His throne may plead, 
There is a life-time's work for all 

Who love in truth and deed. 
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•' IN EVERT THING GIVE THANKS." 

*' It pleases the Lord to shew bis love to you by severe suffering and 
trials of darkness."— Bey. Edward Biokbbsteth to Jus Sick Daughter. 

THANKSGIVINGS to our God I 'Tis meet and right 
That we should give Him thanks by day, by night, 

For His abounding love : 
It is the oldest, sweetest theme of song 
Attuned by seraphs, and the blood-bought throng 

Who strike the harps above. 

Love shewn in our creation, and the care, 
Which, wander where we wi]l, still meets us there, 

Unwearied and unchanged : 
Love shewn in all the blessings which endear 
Home, friends, and kindred to our spirits here, 

By time nor space estranged. 

Love shewn far more in thia than all beside. 
That God hath ransom'd us — ^that Christ has died 

To save our souls from death : 
Alas I how feeble are the songs we raise 
To celebrate that love, whose worthy praise 

Should fill our every breath. 

Thanksgivings to our God ! In times of wealth, 
Enrich'd with earthly good, and friends, and health 
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Glad tribute we would bring ; 
For morning sunsbiney and for dewy flowers, 
For fragrant breezes, spring-tide's sparkling showers, 

We bow before our King. 

And for the storm-wind, and the chilling rain, 
And shadows lengthening fast o*er hill and plain, 

Still shall our praise ascend ; 
For every roughness in our onward path, 
For want and loneliness, disease and death. 

What seems Him good to send 

For He has bidden us give Him thanks for all. 
Sorrow or joy — ^whatever may befall ; 

And does not such command 
Involve the certainty that for our good 
He makes us pass beneath the chastening rod, 

And lays on us His hand ? 

It is when rain divides the sun's bright ray. 
That light its varied hues doth most display, 

And Hope's fair bow appears : 
And thus the joys which Jesus died to give. 
Seem brightest when in him alone we live. 

All else bedimm'd with tears. 

It may be if deep waters had not roll'd 
In on oiu* souls, the Pearl of price untold 
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Had never yet been ours : 
It may be Sharon's Rose we had not sought, 
But that, *mid wmtry storms, and summer drought, 

Perish'd all other flowers : 

Or heedlessly our footsteps went astray. 
Until affliction hedged up all our way. 

And we returned to God : 
Then, though still smarting with the needed pain, , 
We knew our Father reconciled again. 

And bless'd Him for His rod. 

We bless Him still — ^unbidden tears may flow, 
For sorrow ceases not to grieve, although 

Christ with us bears the load : 
Each anxious murmuring thought we would dispel 
With the sweet truth, He doeth all things well,*' 

Who wash'd us in his blood. 

Nor for our sakes alone, perchance, is sent 
One hour of grief, one single chastisement ; 

For by the Church is known 
The wisdom which redeemed her from the curse. 
And angels love the story to rehearse. 

Bending before the throne. 

Yet tremblingly our thanks we offer up. 
Our Qod hath given to us a mingled cup, 



96 



What render we to Him ? 
Oft purged — are we more fruitful than before ? 
Or to our Lord do we bring nothing more 

Than a soon-chanted hymn ? 

Oh, whilst obedient to His sweet command, 
We strive to own our heavenly Father's hand, 

And love in everything ; 
Deeply we feel 'tis only in the heart, 
Where His good Spirit doth rich grace impart, 

That holy thoughts up-spring. 

Then in His name, who every grief endured. 
And, by his sufferings and his death, secured 

His people's endless joy, 
We ask that grace — ^what else he judges best ; 
TiU perfect thanksgivings, in heaven's calm rest, 

Our raptured souls employ. 
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THE CHILD'S CHOICK 



^ I 'd choose to be a daisy, 

If I might be a flower, 
Closing my petals softly 

At twilight's quiet hour ; 
And waking in the morning, 

When fE^ls the early dew, 
Ho welcome heaven's bright sunshine, 

And heaven's bright tear-drops, too. 



** I love the gentle lily, 

It is so meek and fedr ; 
But I love daisies better. 

For they grow everywhere. 
Lilies droop always sadly. 

In simshine and in shower ; 
But daisies still look upward, 

However dark the hour. 



I *d choose to be a skylark, 
If I might be a bird ; 
My song should be the loudest 
The sun has ever (leard : 

G 
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I 'd wander through the cloudland, 
Far, far above the moon, 

And reach that land of glory, 
Where it is always noon. 

" I love the swallow coming 

With spring-tide o'er the sea ; 
I love the robin redbreast, 

It trusts so lovingly; — 
But I love the skylark better, 

With its untiring song, 
Milking its track an echo 

Of music, all along. . 

" And yet I think 1 'd rather 

Be changed into a lamb. 
If Jesus had not made me 

The little child I am; 
Because the Bible tells us, 

That, in his loving arms. 
The shepherd gently folds them, 

When anything alarms. 

" And l^mbs are types of Jesus ; 

Swe^ t mother, are they not 1 
You told me very long since — 

And I have not forgot — 
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How, meek and uncomplaiimigy 

As to the slaughter led, 
He shed his blood for siiinerB, 

And boVd his sacred head.** 

Nay, wish not, dearest Gerald, 

To change thy happier lot 
For a flower's brief existence 

In some deep-sheltei^d spot ; 
And envy not the skylark 

His glad flight through the air, 
Nor yet the lamb its shelter 

Beneath the shepherd's care : 

" Far richer, greater blessings 

Than their's are given to thee ; 
They die and are forgotten — 

Thou shalt not cease to be. 
Thou hast a soul, my Gerald, 

Bought with a Saviour's blood; 
Oh, seek his grace, and yield it 

Now, in thy youth, to God. 

** Dear child ! thy mother hath not 
A holier prayer for thee, 

Than that the lamb-like spirit 
Of Christ may be in thee. 
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Then, carried in his bosom, 
It shall be thine to share, 
In every time of danger, 
A Shepherd's tender care. 

" And ever, like the daisy, 

Look up in sun and shower ; 
For none shall ever pluck thee 

From His almighty power, 
Till, higher than the skylark, 

Borne upon angel's wing, 
It shall be thine to enter 

The city of our King." 
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THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN. 

SCRIPTURE a lovely tale hath told, 

In words how few and plain ! 
Of one who, as he journey'd, read 

Isaiah's lofty strain. 
The roll foretold of Him whose blood 

Should flow for others' sake ; 
And much the eunuch mused, in doubt 

Of whom the prophet spake. 

But soon the heaven-sent Philip join'd 

The chariot in its course, 
And told how Jesus, in our form. 

For us had borne the curse : 
How, pure from stain, the Lamb of God 

For man was sacrificed; 
With bounding heart his listener heard, 

Believed, and was baptized. 

No pomp was there — ^the rippHng stream 

Baptismal font supplied ; 
God and the blessed angels saw, 

And there was none beside. 
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The outward rite was sign and seal 

Of grace already given; 
And joyfully the traveller sped, 

His £uth and hopes in heaven. 

His were the splendours of a court — 

Power, riches, honour, fskme ; 
And higher glory — ^for he bore 

His Saviour's cross and name. 
A kingdom was within his heart, 

Mightier than earth can boast; 
ETen righteousness, and peace, and joy. 

In Qod the Holy Ghost 

Five hundred years had pass'd away, 

When, &r from Canaan's shore, 
A pagan king renounced the gods 

His others served of yore ; 
Three thousand warriors of his tribe 

Waited their master's word. 
And the din of gathering multitudes 

In ancient Rheims was heard.* 

The high cathedral walls were hung 
With gold and garlands fur, 



* Chlodowig, king of the Franks, was baptised at Rheims in the filth cen- 
tury, with all the imposing maguifioenoe which Bomish power ooold theu 
command. Three thousand Prankish warriors also renounced Psganism. 
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And floating veils in mystic folds 

Shut out the noontide glare ; 
And incense rose, as if to waft 

Upward the choral song; 
And priests, in gorgeous vestments moved, 

Those vaulted isles among. 

Before the font the chieftain stood. 

By mitred bisl\op led — 
Faith in the Crucified he vowed, 

Yet knew not what he said ; 
Then, gazing on the splendid scene, 

He cried in ecstasy — 
" This is the heavenly kingdom, then. 

Father, you promised me ! " * 

What marvel if he deem'd it so ? 

Untaught the Word of life, 
He knew not of the Christian's joys. 

The Christian's daily strife. 
Caught by the crafty wiles of Rome, 

What marvel if he thought 
External worship had secured 

The glorious crown he sought ? 

The Bishop of Rheims advanced to the baptistry in pontifical robes, 
leading by the hand the Prankish King, who was about to become his spi- 
ritual son. "Father/* said the latter, marvelling at so much pomp, "is 
this that kingdom of heaven which y<^ promised me?"— -Thierry's 
" Norman Conquest," vol. i., p. 21. 
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But no — Christ's kingdom here on earth 

Must be within the heart, 
Nor outward rite, nor priestly touchy 

Its living power impart ; 
Without the grace the eunuch knew. 

Without the love he bore, 
E'en baptism is an empty sign, 

A shadow — ^nothing more. 

O Holy Ghost ! graft in our hearts 

Thy Word in truth and deed ; 
Not worldly pomp the Church requires — 

Thy grace, thy gifts we need. 
Then, in the kingdom yet to come 

With Jesus we shall reign — 
The glory his, the blessings ours 

Which once he died to gain. 
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"FEAR NOT, LITTLE FLOCK.*' 

LuKB xii. 32. 

WE are a little feeble flock ; 

But Christ) our Shepherd-King, 
Guides us to pastures green and cool, 

Where Uving waters spring. 

He loves to fold the tender lambs, 

Safe in his sheltering arms; 
He cheers them with his gentle voice 

In dangers and alarms. 

All through the wilderness of hfe. 

Lord, we would follow thee, 
Till, gathered in one peaceful fold, 

We rest eternally. 

Good Shepherd ! thine own life was given 
To save thy wandering sheep ; 

Oh, ever in the narrow path 
Our roving footsteps keep. 
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For oft the road which leads to death 

Looks beautiful and fair ; 
Lord, seek thy servants, if they stray, 

Nor let us perish there. 

Then, though a feeble httle flock. 
We will not faint nor fear; 

A glorious kingdom waits for those 
Who follow Jesus here. 
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THE MUSIC OF THE GARNERING. 

BRIGHTLY upon the harvest-field 

September's sun was shinmg, 
And bhthe young children, merrily, 

Red poppy-wreaths were twining ; 
No cloud upon the green hill-side 

Its fitful shadow cast. 
And the wind's low whisper died away, 

Like an echo of the past. 

It was the welcome noontide hour; 

The reapers were at rest, 
Seasoning their homely mid-day meal 

With social talk and jest. 
But one there was who softly tum'd 

Aside a Httle way. 
Unseen, to read the Word of Life, 

And meekly praise and pray. 

Bom to a widow'd mother's home, 

When, triumphing in death, 
The father, one short month before, 

Had yielded up his breath — 
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Ellen had seemM a glimmering star, 

In troubled skies and dark ; 
A green leaf, such as once the dove 

Brought to the patriarch. 

For her dear sake, her mother strove 

To stay her falling tears, 
And niirtured her and cherish'd her ; 

And to her childish ears 
Told lovingly the glorious truths 

Oontain'd in God's own Word, 
Praying and wrestling that her child 

Might early know the Lord. 

Her prayer was answer'd. None could tell 

When Ellen first began 
To love her Saviour ; but as months 

And years their circuit ran, 
The water'd garden of her soul 

Exhaled a perfume sweet, 
As that which Mary's spikenard shed 

Around the Saviour's feet. 

Not much the humble cottage girl 

Possess'd of written lore ; 
Her Bible and some treasured hymns 

Were all her little store, 
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Except the great wide book of God 

Around us and above : 
Some read ten thousand pages there ; 

One word she read — ^'twas " Love." 

Time passed. In loveliness and grace 

The lowly maiden grew ; 
Well skilled in all the simple arts 

The village-housewives knew. 
Labour her lot ; yet, when performed 

With willing heart and hands, 
Easy the task, and Hght the toil, 

A covenant God demands. 

The com was green, and gleesome birds 

Sang hymns to Whitsuntide, 
When Ellen left the gray old church, 

A timid, happy bride. 
One faith, one hope, in golden links 

Eternal, bound the pair ; 
And He who Cana's marriage bless'd 

Was surely present there. 

There was no change in Ellen's home ; 

Her mother could not be 
Left in her lonely widowhood. 

And there was room for three. 
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So, busily the days and weeks 

Pass'd nearly as before, 
Save that the young wife lowlier grew, 

And clung to Jesus more. 

And now, whilst from the harvest toil 

She rested silently. 
Her breast was fiU'd with gratefiil love 

And sweet humihty. 
Life, with its cares, and hopes, and joys. 

In long perspective lay ; 
Let good or ill betide, she knew 

Her God would be her stay. 

I said no cloud was in the sky, 

No shadow on the hill, 
The insects hush'd their noisy mirth, 

Each tiny leaf was still — 
When suddenly on Ellen's ear 

Unearthly music fell, 
The mingled joy and pensiveness 

Of welcome and feurewell. 

She listen'd with a rapt surprise, 

Nearer the harpers seem'd, 
And the flashing of white angel robes 

Through the rich sunlight gleam'd. 
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And the notes were all of triumph now, 

In that song of seraphim ; 
For the ransom'd soul they were bearing home 

Had already learnt their hymn. 

Say not 'tis strange if, now and then, 

To mortal sight is given 
Some glorious momentary glimpse 

Of the bright sons of heaven. 
Is it hot rather strange, that whilst 

So slight the veil between,. 
They who are near us evermore 

Should be so rarely seen ? 

The melody had died away, 

The hour of rest was o'er, 
And Ellen to her task retum'd, 

Meek, gentle, as before. 
But those who loved her, henceforth mark'd 

In joy, yet half in fear. 
How ripe for glory she became, 

As if she felt it near. 

The winter pass'd, and once again 

The com was green and young. 
When Ellen o'er her first-born child 

With untold yearnings hung. 



112 



She seem'd to read each shadowy line 

In that small placid fiice. 
Then tiim*d to meet her mother's glance, 

Her husband's fond embrace. 

'Twas dawn, and sunshine's earhest rays 

On Ellen softly stream'd; 
And, mingling with her golden hair, 

Like a fidnt glory beam'd. 
She listened — distant, sweet, and low 

A sound of music came ; 
She thought upon the angels' song, 

She knew it was the same. 

Nearer and louder grew the strain. 

Which none but she could hear; 
Heaven's smile was in her eye and lip. 

Upon her cheek a tear. 
** I come ! " she cried. ** Oh, it is bliss, 

Tis glory thus to die ; 
My husband, and my mother sweet, 

My precious babe, good-bye ! 

^ I go to Jesus. He has wash'd 

My crimson sins away; 
I hear the songs, I see the forms 

Of children of the day. 
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Farewell, beloved ones ! glory ! praise ! " 

Her lips in death were seal'd, 
And the wondrous things eye hath not seen 

To her freed soul reveal'd. 

The mourners spoke not. Sad tears fell, 

Indeed, on that dear face ; 
But peace within their hearts was breathed, 

And needed strength and grace. 
The baby lived a few short weeks, 

And then, one summer day, 
He saw his mother's angel-face, 

And smiled, and pass'd away ! 



H 
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EASLT AWAKINGS. 

OH, Toioeleas teachm of pleaamt tliiiigB 

Are primroBeB sweet and pure; 
Early awaldngB from earth's kmg sleep 

When winter is sca^^oely o'er. 

Earlj awaldngB ! like children's thoughts 

When the world before them lies. 
And its beauty seems like an open book 

To their eager gliat'ning eyes. 

Early awakings ! like works of faith, 
When the yoimg heart first has given 

Its otherwise earth-bound hopes to God, 
Its love and its life to heaven. 

Early awakings ! like sad, sweet smiles 

In the eye and the lips of one 
Who hath wept through a wintry night of grief, 

For a loving and loved one gone. 

Early awakings I like twittering birds, 
As they watch for the morning beams; 

Or like kisses, by angel-babes oft given 
To a mother in midnight dreams. 



115 



Early awakings ! oh, gentle flowers ! 

Ye are types of the blossoms fiair, 
Which shall spring to fadeless and endless life 

When earth^s winter of sin and care, 

And woe and weeping, is past and gone, 

And the sleep of death is o*er; 
And gardens of beauty and joy shall bloom 

Where the cypress waved before. 

Ye are scattered far over field and fell. 

Ye are found in the simniest spot. 
And in shadiest nook, like the mercies sent 

To palace, and hall, and cot 

Ye are hke the hopes which the gospel brings, 

Bright heralds of happier days ; 
Ye are like the first notes of the ceaseless songs 

Which the ransom'd in glory raise. 

And therefore we love you, nor grieve that ye, 

And we, too, must fade and die ; 
Soon, soon, the last hour of Timers winter shall come 

Eternity's summer is nigh ! 
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EASTER EVE IN GREECK 

OH, mournfully the funeral wail 
Soundeth from many a classic vale — 
From myrtle-wreathed and marble fane, 
From Marathon's wide battle-plain, 
From Athens' pale and weeping throng, 
There mingles with the night-bird's song 
A sorrowful, wild, dirge-like hymn. 
Floating through night-clouds, shadowy, dim. 
To where the moonUght's soft rays beam. 
And strange bright stars in beauty gleam. 

Oh, can each femily have lost 
One whom they loved and valued most ? 
Nay I Where is then the laurel wreath 
To crown the conqueror of death ? * 
Where are the flowers ? where the perfume 
To rob the grave of half its gloom 1 
Where are the dead ? He whom they mourn, 
A Man of sorrows, lowly bom. 
Lived ages since, and wept and died. 
Far from Egean's sparkling tide. 



* The Greeks crown the corpse of the dead with laurel, and wreathe it 
with flowers, and think of the departed as a conqueror over life, and over 
the destroyer — Death. 
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He whom they mourn — ^lo ! He was God ! 

Though in a mortal's guise He trod 

Salem and dark Gtethsemane, 

And climVd the hill of Calvary, 

And, oh ! it was for human guilt 

That meek One's precious blood was spilt ; 

For man he bow*d his thom-crownM head, 

For man he slumber'd with the dead. 

Is it not meet that year by year 

His ransom'd ones should shed the tear 

Of penitence, and love, and grie^ 

In mem'ry of his suff 'ring life 

And cruel death ? Yes ; even so, 

His Church should sorrow in his woe, 

Though with her heart and hopes in heaven. 

Joying to know her sins forgiven. 

" Christos anesti ! " List ! the cry, 
As it riseth up through the starht sky. 
The midnight hour hath chimed, and, lo ! 
There hath vanish'd each sound and trace of woe— 
From tax £!gina's lovely shore, 
Where suns their richest radiance pour; 
From Scio's green and flower-deck'd hills. 
Where spring the brightest and clearest rills; 
From Lesbos' scented orange-groves, 
Where the free, soft wind of summer roves, 
One shout of joy goes up to heaven — 
^ Christos anesti " — Christ is risen ! 
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^ Cfhrisios anesti !*' list ! on high 
There swells a holier melody — 
Tis sung by them who wave the palm 
In regions yet more bright, more calm. 
Than islets circled round by thee, 
Untroubled, blue Egean sea — 
'Tis sung by them who cast the crown 
Before the Saviour's lofty throne— 
'Tis simg by them whom earth calls dead, 
For whom Love's fondest tear was shed. 
Oh ! listen, listen, while they sing. 
For spirit- winds are whispering 
That strain of harmony divine. 
That thou may'st echo it with thine— 

" Worthy the Lamb, that once was slain, 
O'er the wide universe to reign ; 
Blessing and power, dominion, might. 
His by creation, his by right, 
Are his by purchase too ; — and we, 
Once sons of guilt and misery. 
Have been redeem'd by his own blood. 
And made kings, priests, unto our Qod." 

" Christos anesti !" Would that sound 
Had reached the earth's most distant bound — 
Would that his name from shore to shore, 
Loud as the ocean's ceaseless roar, 
Were echoed by each grateful tongue, 
The one ezhaustless theme of song. 
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And would that through thy cloudless skies, 
Fair Greece ! pure incense might arise — 
That, vain tradition cast aside-^ 
His Word alone thy rule, thy guide, 
Thou might'st dwell in the light of truth. 
And, eagle-like, renew thy youth. 

" Christos anesti ! " Would that word, 
To every other voice preferred, 
Might rouse my sluggish soul to strive 
With him to die, with him to live — 
That, crucified to things of earth. 
And conscious of immortal birth, 
1 might be meet'ning for that shore 
Where Jesus reigneth evermore. 
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GOD'S WAITING ONES. 

"Bleowd are aU they that wait far ffim."— Ibaub xxx. 18. 

I WATCH'D beside a dying chOd, 

Ab painfully he lay ; 
The mom and even came and went 

Of many a weazy day. 
Bri^t flowens of spring-tide bloom'd and died 

Upon the churchyard sod; 
1 marrell'd why the little one 

Waited so long for God. 

Yet blessed are the babes to whom 

The cross upon their brow 
Is sign of fellowship with Christ 

In suffering here below. 
They may not do his holy will. 

But unto them 'tis given 
To wait for him a while on earth, 

Then wait on him in heaven. 



And God has others still who wait — 

Oh, I remember one, 
Whose brief glad term of work was past 

Long before set of sun. 



Her faith and hope were all in Christ, 

Single in heart and aim, 
She plann'd by years of hallow'd toil 

To glorify his name. 

He meant not so. His chast'ning hand 

Was gently on her laid ; 
All through the winter's dreary months 

We saw her droop and fade. 
Spring pass'd — and summer dew-drops fell 

On field, and flower, and tomb, 
And still she waited patiently 

Till Qod should call her home. 

How sweet to us that quiet room, 
Where week by week she lay ; 

More meek and lowly — ^more like Christ, 
Meeter for heaven each day ! 

At length the summons came--and, lo ! 

, She enter'd through the gate, 

To learn, what here she never ask'd, 
Why God had bade her wait 



Another yet ! Oh, precious friend ! 

Thou who hast nobly borne 
The heat and burden of the day. 

Why should we grieve or mourn 
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That He who gave thee grace and strength 

To do his holy will, 
Should bid thee at this evening hour 

With folded hands edt still ? 

Why should we speak in sadden'd tones, 

Or look with pitying eye 
On failing sight and weakened powers ? 

Uncalled for is the sigh ; 
For Jesus' presence in the soul 

Can make the darkest room 
Sunny as Goshen's favoured land 

Amid Egyptian gloom. 

Blessed is life's brief working time- 
Ennobling is the toil 

Which loads the moments as they fly, 
Each with its meed of spoil 

If all our labour be for God, 
He with us in the stiife, 

Then blessed to the brave in heart 
Is the working-time of life. 

Yet is the servicfe thus performed 

In manhood's busy days, 
Perchance not always that which yields 

The highest meed of praise— 
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The white-robed alleluia flowers, 

Which wither on the sod, 
Are voiceless — yet each leaflet gives 

Glory and praise to God.* 

Thus with the silent lonely hours 

To those who meekly wait, 
For higher service destined soon 

Before the pearly gate ; 
God in the sinless Eden waJk'd 

When evening hght grew dim ; 
And ere the night fall He shall come 

To those who wait for Him. 

* The woodflorrel is called "alleluia" by the Italians. Angelico, in his 
painting of the Crucifixion, uses its leaves, mingled with daisies, in the 
foreground, as if the very flowers around the cross gave glory to God. 



THE END. 
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